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“Birthe. Mrs. Meek, of a Bon.” :

BY OHARLES DICKENS,
My name -is Megk. I amzin fact, Mr
Meek. 'That son iy mine and Mrs. Meek's.,
“When I saw the aumouncement in the
. ¥mes T dropped. the paper. T Lad pat it
in myself, au% padd for it, but it looked so
noble that it ovsrpowered me. &

As soon as I could compose my feelings
T took the paper upto Mrs. Meek’s bédside.

‘Maria Jauve,! said T, (T allyde tg Mra.
Meek), *you are now a public character.
We read the review of our child several
times, with feelings of the strengest
emotion} snd I sent the-boy who cleans
the bools rad shoes to the office for fifteen
copies. INoreduction was made on taking
that quantity, :

It is scarcely necessaty for me lo say
that our child had been expected. In fact;
it had been expected, with comparative

- confidence, for some months. Mrs. Meek’s
mother, who resides with us—of the name
of Bigby—had mnda every prepataticn for
its admission to our circle, - =

I bope and believe 1 am a quiet manfPl
will go farther. T know Iam a quiet man.

+ My constitution: is tremulons, my voice was
never loud, and, i peint of stature, I have
been from infamcy, small. I have the
greatest respect for Maria Jane’s mamma.
She_ is 8 most remarkable woman. I honor
Maria Jane’s mamma. In my opinion,
she woulu storm a town, singls-handed,
with'a hearth-broom, and carry it. Ihave
pever known her to yield any point what-
ever to mertal man. Ste is caiculated to
terrify the stoutest heart. 3

Still—but T will not anticipate,

The first” intimation I had of any pre-
patations being n progress; on the part of
Maria Jane's mamma, was one afternoon
several mwobths ago. I came home eatlier
than usual from ‘the office, and proceeding
into the dining-room, found an obstruction
behipd the dooy, which prevented it from
opening frecly. Tt was anr obstruction of a
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| circumstances,.I will not aitempt.to de-

corner behind. the door, consuming sherry
wine. From the nutty swell of that be
verage pervading the apattment, [ have no
doubt she -was conauming.a sgcond glass-
ful. She were a black bonnet of Jarge di:
mensions, and was copious in figure, The
expression of her, counterance was severe
and disconteated. The words to whieh
she gave utterance oh seeing me were
these, -'Oh! git along with you, sir, if you
please; me and* Mrs. Bighy don't want no
male parties here!” -

.- That female was Mre, Prodgit.

«. I immediately withdrew, of coursa. I
was rather hurt, but I made no remark.
Whether it was that ] showed a [owness
of spirits after dimger, in consequence of
feeling that [ seemed to intrude, I caunof
say. But Maria Jane's mamma said to me,
ot her reliring for the night,in a low dis-
tin&t voice, and with a look of reproach
that completely subdued-me, ‘George Meek,
Mrs. Protight is your wife's nurzei’

I bear no ill-will towards Mra. Prodgit.
1s it fikely that I, writing this with tears n
my eves, should be capahle of deliberate
animosity towards a fenale.so essential to.
the welfare of Maria Jane? I am willing
to admit that Fate may have been io hlame,
and not Mrs. Erodgit; but it iz undeniably
true thiat the latter female brouglrt deso-
lation and devastation into . my lowly
dwelling. ’ ‘

We were heppy after her first appear-
ance; we were sometimes exceedingly so.
But, whenever the parlor door was opeuned,
and - ‘M¥s. Prodgit!’ anncunced (and she
was very often annouticed,) misery ensued.
I could not bear Mrs. Prodgi¥s look. I
felt that 1 was far from wanted, and bad
no business to exist in Mrs. Prodgit’s pro.
sence. Between Maria Jan®'s mamma
and Mrs. Prodgit there was a dreadful,
secretmumderstanding—a dark mystery and
donspiracy, pointing me out as a being to
ba shuoned® I appeared to have done
something that was evil. Whenever Mrs,
Prodgit called, after dinner, I retired to my
dressing room—where the temperature 1s
very low, indeed, in the wintry time of the
year—and sat looking at my frosty ‘breath
as-it rose before me, and at my rack of
boots, a serviceable article of furniture, but
never, in my opinion, an exhilarating
object. The length-of the councils that
were held with g{rs. Prodgit uuder these

seribe, T will merely remark that Mrs.

* soft natdre. Un looking in, I found it to
be a femsle. B -
The feroale in’ question stood in the

-

{ while the deliberations were in pr
l'that they always ended in Maria Jane's

Prodgit always consumed sherry wine
ress;
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being in wretched spirits on the sofa; and -
that Maria Jane’s mamma always received
me, when I was recalled, with a l:-ok of
desplate triumph that too palpably eaid;
“Now, George Meekl You see my child,
Maria Jane, & ruin, and.] hopa you are
satisfied!’

X pass, generally, over the peried that
intervened between the day when Mrs.
Prodgit entered her protest. agsinst male
perties, and the ever-memorable midoight
when I brought her to my unobtrusive
home in a cab, with an extremely large
box on the roof, and a bundle, a bandbox,”
and a baske, between the driver’s lege. I
have no objection. to Mrs, Prodgit (aided
and abetted. by Mrs. Eighy, who I never
can forget is the parent of “Maria’ Jane,)
taking entire pessession of my unassuming

jshment: “In the recwses of my awn
'breast, the thought may lisger ¢hat a man .
in possession cannot be so dréadful as »
woman, and that woman Mrs. Prodpit; buc
I ought to bear a good deal, and 1 hopeg
can, and do. Huffing and ‘snubbing prey -
upom’ my feelings; but I can bear them
without complaint, They may tellin the
long run; I mag be husied about, from
post to pillar, beyond.my atrength; never-
thelees, I wish to avoid giving rise to words
in the family. - :

The voice of Nature, however, cries
raloud in behalf of Avgustus George, my
infant son. It,is for him that I wish to
utter a few plaintive houschold words. T
am not at all anary; I am mild—but
miserable. ;

I wish to know why, when my. child,
Augustus George, was expected in our
circle, a provision of pins was made, a8 if
the little stranger were a criminal who was
to be pud to the terturc immediately on hiz
arrival, instead cf a holy babe? I wish to
know why haste was mads to stick those
pins &l} over his innccent form, in' every
direction! I wish to be informed why
light and air are excluded from Augustus
George, like poisond? Why, I ask, i my
unoffending infant so hedged into & basket-
bedstead, with dimity and calieo, with
minlature sheets and blankets, that I cane
only hear him enuffie (and wo wonder!)
deep down under the pink hood of a little
bathing machine; can never peruse even sc
much of his lineaments as his nose.

Was I expected to be tis father of a
‘French roll, that the brushes of all nations
were laid in; to rasp Augustus George?
Am I to be told that his serrifive skin was
ever intended by patura {0 have rashes
[ Concluded on Fourth Page.]

L]



